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Repaid it in warring, as was to me granted,    2490
With my light-gleaming sword.    To me gave he

land,
The hearth and the home-bliss : unto him was no

need

That unto the Gifthas or unto the Spear-Danes
Or into the Swede-realm he needs must go seeking
A worse wolf of war for a worth to be cheaping;
For in the host ever would I be before him
Alone in the fore-front, and so life-long shall I
Be a-framing of strife, whileas tholeth the sword,
Which early and late hath bestead me full often,
Sithence was I by doughtiness unto Day-raven 2500
The hand-bane erst waxen, to the champion of

Hug-folk;
He  nowise  the  fretwork  to   the  king of the

Frisians,
The  breast-worship  to  wit,   might   bring   any

more,

But cringed in battle that herd of the banner,
The Atheling in might: the edge naught was his

bane,
But for him did the war-grip the heart-wellings

of him
Break, the house of the bones.    Now shall the

bill's edge,
The hand and hard sword, about the hoard battle.